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Days.. months... 
The passage of time is 
often considered the 
most dire of evils in 
this world. . One that 
almost all struggle 
against daily. Time is 
given the blame of 
many of the world's 
problems. Disease, 
aging, loss of loved 
ones. There are so 
very few left within 
this harsh planet that 
will accept the passing 
of days with grace. 
Accepting what must be 
to keep the 
continuation of life 
moving. 

Only through th 
darkest arts has time 
been ... beaten. Even 
manipulated. 

However, those that 
follow the paths of 
darkness more often 
than naught find a 
caw in their wish of 
power. . A clause 
that extracts a price 
they never thought 
they would have to 
pay. Eternal 
damnation wraps them 
within its shroud of 
hate and burning. The 
love of the life they 
knew twists to nothing 


more than a seething 
hatred. The world 
turns to ash before 
their eyes. 

Yet, for a scant few 
the darkness becomes 

a mother nurturing a 
child. Teaching them 
to grow and push on 
the boundaries of 
theif limitation. 
Urging them to become 
more than what fate 
has decreed. For 
these lost souls the 
darkness becomes a 

new life. 

Although a rare 
occurrence, it is 
nonetheless a constant 
one. As with all 
things in life there is 
a balance to be 
maintained within 

this <ourishing 

world. Many believe there 
to be a constant 
struggling between 
what has been dubbed 
good and evil. My 
thoughts are that the 
people of this realm 
are being tested by 
some greater force. 
Mayhaps long before any 
remember, a pact 

was made between 

this force and the 
people who live on the 
land. Life and dreams 
would be granted so 
long as those that held 
a soul did not allow 
themselves to stray 
from what we today 
would call goodness. 
The darkness has 

often been called a 
temptress. Perhaps 


this is why. A test to 
see if ye have 
forgotten. 

My purpose behind 
penning this book is to 
offer information 
concerning two lost 
souls. The signs of them 
have been made 
apparent in a number 
of forms. Nothing 
extravagant just a 
gentle reminder of the 
fact that they do 
indeed exist. The 
ones I speak of are my 
quest in life. Mazrim 
and his foul creation 
the soulslave. Both 
rarely seen by many.. 
yet I believe there is 
reasoning behind this. 


Since many heard not 
the tale, I shall 
relate what I know of 
the creation of the 
first soulslave. 

Many months back 
was the time of hte 
occurrence. An 
unwilling soul by the 
name of Korath was 
the victim. 


It was said that at 
one point in time 
Korath was no more 
than a lowly thief 
struggling to survive 
in the streets of 
Trinsic. Along the 
line an event changed 
that. It left his mind 
shattered. His soul 
wanting. It would 
seem he somehow 
managed to get his 
hands on one of the 


five corrupted shrine 
stones being used to 
control undead within 
the realm during the 
time of Kyrnia and 
Lathiari, the liche 
twins. What 

prolonged exposure to 
this stone fully did to 
him shall never be 
known I imagine... yet 
it may have been one 
of the keys to his 
downfall... or choice. 

Those that hunted 
for the stones, so that 
they might be 
disposed of by the 
kindly Sage Humbolt, 
spoke in hushed tones 
of their encounter 
with Korath within 
the swamps of 
Trinsic. Feelings of 
being watched by 
something grew with 
each step as they 
approached him. 

Voices, whispering 
along the winds, 
filtered through the 
twisted trees. A chill 
began to seep through 
armor and clothing. 
Many brave warriors 
ceed before even 
drawing forth their 
weapons. 

Only a scant few 
were able to block out 
the insanity 
threatening to 
overwhelm their 
beings long enough to 
battle Korath. 
Strength as they 
never encountered 
before coursed 
through him and soon 


the warm blood of 
valiant souls began to 
color the bog. Silent 
cries of the dying 
echoed within their 
minds. Yet the power of 
light was behind 
their cause. And 
before it, the 
darkness of his life 
split. 

Gingerly the 
warriors slid the 
stone of corruption 
from his pack and 
stowed it safely 
before making their 
way back to the 
awaiting sage. Some 
thought his story to 
end here. 

One of the 
wandering healers 
brought me a 
disturbing tale two 
nights later, however. 

She spoke of meeting 
a man aimlessly 
staggering through the 
mud and roots of the 
swamp. Believing him 
to be in distress she 
approached him with 
an offer of aid. As 
she stepped closer he 
looked at her with an 
intense sadness in his 
eyes. His spoken 
words, from what she 
recalls, is as follows... 

"He promised me. 
Free? I did what you 
asked! Let me sleep... 
They took it from me.. 
NO! Please help me. I 
cannot go on. She is 
lost. You promised 
me!! LET ME DIE!" 

At this he ed into 


the rising mists of 
morning. 

From the 
description I 
personally believed 
this to be the ‘late’ 
Korath. Weeks later I 
was proven right 
when rumours of a 
madman fitting his 
likeness was said to be 
locked in the Trinsic 
jails reached me. On the 
winds of magic I 
stood before him. 

Such a pitiful sight he 
was. Tattered rags 
framed a man made 
mostly of tightened 
cesh over brittle 
bones. The fear that 
poured off of him 

was almost 

unbearable, yet I did 
just that as I began to 
study that which held 
him. 

I shall skip the 
details of my findings 
here as they would 
make little sense to 
most. Know that I 
discovered a cure for 
his malady and 
enlisted the aid of a 
friend of mine to 
concoct a potion. As I 
was unable to depart 
from my currrent 
work when it was 
complete I asked the 
help of a group of able 
adventurers to safely 
bring the potion to 
Korath. As with 
many I meet they were 
more than 
willing to offer 
assistance and a few 


even took it upon 
themselves to make 
sure Korath was still 
safe. 

As fate enjoys her 
little games he was 
not. Earlier in the day 
the guards 
released him as he 
seemed to have calmed 
down considerable. 
Without hesitation a 
search was begun. It 
took little time before 
he was spotted just 
outside the West gates 
of Trinsic doing 
nothing more than 
standing in one spot 
looking to the setting 
sun. With gentle 
persuasion he was 
brought back within 
the city to await the 
arrival of his cure. 

* * 
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